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soup, which looked like gum but had a rather less pro-
nounced flavour.

Miss Matfield tried three spoonfuls and then looked
with horror at her plate. Something was there, some-
thing small, dark, squashed. There were legs. She
pushed the plate away.

"What's the matter, Lilian? Don't you like the soup?"

She pointed with her spoon at the alien body.

Mr. Birtley leaned across and peered at it through his
glasses. "No, by George, it isn't, is it? Is it really? Oh,
I say, that's not good enough, is it? That's the worst
of these foreigners. Do you think I ought to tell them
about it?"

"If you don't, I will," said Miss Matfield indignantly.
"Absolutely revolting!"

But there was nobody to tell. Even the fierce Latin
had disappeared. It seemed as if when soup was served,
the whole staff hid in the kitchen. Miss Matfield was
sure now that her first instinctive disapproval had been
right, as usual. This was a foul little place. Unfortun-
ately, she was really hungry, having had a very small
lunch.

The next member of the staff they did see obviously
could not be blamed for the soup, for he was the wine
waiter, an ancient gloomy foreigner. He padded across
to Mr. Birtley, who was trying not very successfully to
explain a very funny thing that had happened last term
at the College, held out a wine-list decorated with dirty
thumb-marks, and waited apathetically.

"A-ha!" cried Mr. Birtley jovially. "Let's have some-
thing to drink, shall we? Do you think we could manage
a whole bottle? I think we could. Yes, let's have a whole
bottle. Now then, what is there? Will you have red or